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)TTA TALKS OF EARLY DAYS AMID

fittle Comedienne of Long Ago Is in California for a Visit—She Tells of the Times When &he Played
" UneNight Stands in the Rough Mining Oamps, and When, in Following the Trail, She Wore Boy's
“Clothes, 8o That She Might Have No Skirts Over Which to Trip.

EX FOR THE SUNDAY REPUBLIC.
* the Dresden-china soubrette of
pwn Ticket 210" and many another thrill-
F@f the good ol days, is revisiting Call-
mla. the wcenn of her first triumphy. Bhe
wiews the landscape from & palace car
fafow—the landspape she saw first as &
polting comedienne o the era whem sc-
‘traveled over the mining camp circuits
k- horseback., She owns a country place
i Belvedere, a suburb of San Francisco,
M it is there that he is enjoying Califor-
fiia’s fairy summer. New: York, the -home
f Wer retirement, is ‘falrly forgotten in
living pressmca of. fragrant blossoms,

pure alr and thes altitvde of the Golden
Gate,

Lotta is still & fascinating personalily, In
spite of her B3 years, or because of them;
and she fa gtill Lotta—otherwise Mies Crab-
tree.  Heér face is that of the well-pre-
served woman of 40, who has retained
the charm of manner and grace of gesture
which mads success eany for her at the
very outset of her career. Gathering years
bave spared the slender walst, the well-
turned fool. the spry movement and the
golden red fluMnesa of her halr.

Lotia was in her heyday about the same

time that Maggie Mitchell was playing

“Fanchon, ths Cricket” Both *Fanchon"
and “Pawn 210, as veteran professionals
love to call the plays, ara still on the road,
but thelr usefulness is limited (o the town=
hall village. ILotta herself says fashlon
doesn’t make actors or actresses, and that
the baby soubrette of comedies Ilke “The
Firefly” would again be In vogus If there
were anybody to play them. And she cites
the current sugcess of Blanche Bates In
“Under Two Fiags."

Bhe i= still all action and movement, and
in recalling the story of her life over the
footlights talks with smiles and frowns and
hands as well as volce.
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“Away hack In the beginning.” ahe sald,
“l was taught (o sing snd dance by &n
Itallan who had come out to California in
the rush of the gold fever. 1 was born in
the East, but my parents camas West when
I was a little thing, and when gold was
discoversd Mrs. Crabtres, my mother, was
keeping a boarding-houss at Rabbit Creek,
a mining town.

“This Itnlian arrived In the firat stam-
pede, and he brought a carpet bag of alr
castles with him. They toppled over as 80on
ns he et them up, and he had to fall back
upon his music for a living.

“He was full of it, llike many of his race,
and he had the knack of teaching. He got
up an orchestra and led It, and when he
found that I had some talent in that line
he offered to give me lessona. It didn't take
me long to learn enough to amuse my good-
natured audiences, and I guess Lotia was
something of m success from the first. At
any rate, I am proud of one thing—L was
always a star. Even when I was & tiny
youngster I was ‘the ‘leading lady’ of &
stock company.

“For a long time 1 knaw more. about one-
night stands in the liitle mining camps
than I did about swell engagements in big
cities. That came later. My training was
barnstorming. We used to put up ai camps
and give performances in m tent or cabin—
blanket shows, they afe called BOW,

“] was just 8§ when I started in &s &n

| amateur In ‘Petaluma’ At 13T was head-

ing & company of my own. I was & sensoned
success and rich, thanks to my mother, be-

{|fore 1 came of age.

" »Though I did not know what it meant
then, 1 can look back now and recall the

| way the miners used to go wild in those
{|days. They used to throw $0 gold pleces

and bags of dust and even watches over the
footlights, 1 remember that some Mexicans
in one of the Bierra camps threw their hats
at me as though I were & bullfighter, and
ons man in the sams place threw me his
jackknife, It was s0 funny that I wstood
still and laughed.

“And how I used to workl That was
what saved me from going the way of the
infant phenomenon and spolling when I grew
up. Work, work—and I loved it. When 1
was not learning and rehearsing I

| wns on the trail or the road going from
| place to place. In lote of places there wers

not even stage llnes, and I had to travel
on horseback, dressed in boy's clothes.
You smee, I was the goose that Iald the
golden eggs In our family, and if a akirt
catight and I was hurt, there was an end
of the famlly income for a time.

“1 bellave that up to the time that I came
of sge 1 had spent more of my profemional
carcer In the saddle than on the stage.

My mother has always Insisted that 1
never afterwards acted so well as I did In
those dayes. I have often regretied that
the kinetoscope had not been Invented
then, &0 that I could see myself now as

'| others saw me then. Perhaps mother is

right. 1 bad my gift, and T was.bigger
than any art that I could learn.’

“And that gift was—-"'
. “The gift of comedy, the knack of mak-
ing people laugh, It makes me furfous

'l when people run down the gift of comedy.

“]1f you are trying to be » comedian, the

MIES EDNA DWYER ROSS OF BRENHAM; TEX.,
ppi Department, United Sons of Confederate- Veterans, for the Na-

comic gift is at the bottom of ([t—the
foundation—and you can pile all ports of art
on top of It, but withogt It yom are never
going to show over 4Ns‘ crawdl. They cail
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not be worth a cent {f he did not have tha
comie gift at the bottom. 1 am past my
stage days, my dear, and I can talk about
my ofreer freely. That waws all that T had,
except a bit of good looks, and that was
enough.**

“Even after I gave up belng a varlety
performer and took to real plays 1 saw
Plenty of “‘opery-house’ travel. I remem-
ber one performance of *Ths Littla De-
tective” that was given In = place that
contained just one of these ‘opery-houses’
In that piay, I, am a detective, hunted
down a murderer. Tha poor herolhe had
been done to death, and It was my bunl-
ness to do the villian In the same manner.
In a thrilling elimax the dead body of the
Iady in question floated moross a watery
background. Which was supposed to matis-
fy the mudience as to what became of her.

“Bhe trick of the thing was that she
reposed very comfortably on a sofs rolled
across the stage Dy a man with a Tope,
But on this awful night T mentfon it was
discovered at the last minute that there
wamn't a foot of rope in the theater. Prop-
ortles ‘and property men were not per=

promptu. 8o @s I stood upon the stage
imagine my feelngs when I heard the
‘dead’ lady shriek: ‘How dars you my
ankle? You are pulling it I'll tell my hus-
bandr

“Wall, T just had-to stop
course, the audience did, too,
well, when you can't cover up u
lika to laugh, anyway, [Thet's what
me young.

“It wasn't untll X was 18
my New York debut. Nibio's
the place, and I was pretty
course, when I was successful in
York.'

Lotta's business intarests are in the
Bhe owns a theater In Boston,
apartment-houses in New York, and
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fected then as now. Shows were more im- |

al

to bs worth more than a million dollars
She now amuses herself with her musio,

ing that her property keeps her
that she Is happy In having given up the

life, :

"I HAD TO STOP
AND LADGH" 7Y

pets and painting, and when asked if she [
has retired for all time sha replies by ssay-
busy and |

grind while still ‘young enough to enjoy

1AM HAPPY IN HAVING

GIVEN UP THE GRIND

A good story of General Harrison {s one
that he'used to relate as a joke on himunelf,
which occurred whils he wan In the Benate.

General Harrlson, with a few friends, was
hunting in the northern part of the State,
and stopped with an old farmer, who, whils
he paid a great deal of attention to the fu-
ture President and well-known statesman,
seemed to regard him in ibe light of pure
democracy s & mere equal, and for whom
.General Harrison showed the greatest

friendship.

mm«.unhmﬁ.ﬁltﬂrm
giged In a controversy with &

his owner

& lawrsult. The trisl was set down

Benring whila General Harrison was

nelghborhood,” and the farmer, .

Ing that his vieitor was considersd

F the beat Inwyers In the country, begged him
to take up the case.. General Harrison con=

worry, and
depredations at last brought

w » GENERAL HARRISON AS A “DOG”

sented and drave gver. to the nearest fown
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“You don' mean no harm: you cyarn’' he'p
bein’ young an' foolish—well,” drawing =
Jong breath—*de mattah kep' a goin' on
f'om day. ter day, an’ onbeknowns lo me
(1 aho' is speakin' de truff, Mims Lucy)
' » Bhe wers a-pinin’ an’ a-pinin’ foh
same Ihsho'ance ob my ‘fection foh her, an'
Geir wus I, a-won'erin’ how to git » good
chaunce to say, ‘Misa Rebecca, ma'am’ (In.
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10W JACOB SERVED

## A STORY OF VIRGINIA, TOLD BY A BLACK VIRGINIAN.

. “Ebery time Marse ‘George .come in, an’ des frow his boots clean
crost de flo’, 1 des would pintally know dat ‘Miss Dorothy Cyarter, on
de:meighborin’ plantation, done bin floutin’ him 'gin.”

Joung mistress. in_response to her eager A 'des git sow'ful an’ keep 'way from Becksy.

‘Mennwhile Misa Dorothy Cyarter wus des
babin' a royal time,. ‘perently, wid a big
crowd of beaux always roun' her, .an' one,
in speshul, she des weem to favor., Young
Mr. Howard—he der be wid her, tw'ell after
while khe don' ‘peah 1o hab eyes foh no-
body ‘¢lse, - Marse George des seem to drap
to e groun' l¢k a ripe pussimmon, an' lay-
unnotice’ at heh pretty feet. He git moodier
an' spoodler ¢bery day, when he wus &t
home, dough he commenoe goin' roun' wid

‘1 de yother young ladies in de neighborhood,

an' ‘when we o out in ‘sclety togedder 1
always notice dat Marss George ‘bout de
gayes’ an’ llvelles one dere. You see when
‘e go to dem big house patiles 1 always g0
] oo’ walt on Marse George. Well, bime-
by, Marse George begin to pay “tention 10 8
oung lady vis'tin' at - ole Major

1 hit soon look Hks Misa Dor-
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felt wo'y foh her. 8he was M1l foh de longes’,
an' neber see no pusson all dat time. Marse
George dea eat his heart out, an’ walk de
plazea ('well hit peah lek de bo'ds would
drap froo, an' I 'spec’ he min' slep’ none
clean up to de fun'ral. Butf bé ain' neber
seo her yet. She ain' Jef" her room. An' all
dat time he ain’ sent her no message, case
dey wus sich & breech 'tween 'em that hit
nesded mo'h'n &8 wohd to heal. He went
ovah to de house an' help wid de ‘range-
ments ob fun'ral, but Misas Dorothy
never seem 1o know dat, bein' as she so il
in her room upstalrs.

“An' all dat time dat no "count gal, Becky,
des play wid me lek a cat wid o mouse, an’
ebery time I gits wid her she des tuhn off
all my questions twell 1 des plum ‘stracted,
AN’ go wid dat yallow nigger! I ‘clar® to
gracious,” said Uncle Rob, with rising re-
sentment, 1 ‘splses & yaller nigger to dishs
day, lek 1 does a yaller dory.

- ob good—poor girl!" :
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fresh alr, and a drive would do her a world |

“ *Where Is Howard, then," Marse Georgs
ask wid a scowl, ‘and why does he not take
her out now If she Is abla to goT Do you
want me to force myself on Dorothy llke
a bird of evil omen, with a crape vellT" AR’
he laugh. an’ it soun’ mo ha'sh den 1 ever
heah Marse George laugh. "No, mother; I'll
go, certainly, and attend to Mrs. Cartor's
business, but as for any personal messages
—there is Bgb; send them by him.’

“Oh, George,' ole Miss say, wid a kin'
ob sob, 'how hard you are still on poor Dor-
othy. If you could but see her,' while ober
Marve George face dere pass a 'spression rh
turrible pain foh a minute, den he answer:

“f am not hard on bher. I am nincerely
grieved for her, God knows. But shé does
wot love me—no'—as ole Miss atart to bre'k
‘n. here. 'No, mother, you nesd say noth-
ng,’ and den he went on an' rant some
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atter Marse George to' off, 1 heah- atter-
wards f'rom Becky, kaze she was ober at
Miss Dorothy's at de time, waltin® on her
(an' Becky dem lub de groun' ‘leetle Miss
Dolly’ walk on, and dats de truff).

“Miss Dolly wan a settin® in her pooly
‘buregu-draw’r (1 bellebe dat was what dey
call dem little pariors in dem day® wid all
her beau’ful hair bungin® ober her shoul'er=.
an’ Becky was des breshin’ it out an’
taliin® to her, an' tryin' to bearten’ her
up, when de serbant announce, ‘Marss
George Fitzshugh,' an' bhefo' Mims Dolly
could eben stan' up;, dere stood Marss
George befo’ her In de do'way, white an’
strange lookin’.

*“Honey,” said Uncle Bob, breaking off in
an aggravaling way, just at this crisis, to
digress, “In dem days when dey was a fuse
‘twixt young lovers, peoples wias more per-
verse in deir ways, an’ habin® less freedom
ob talk dan dey do'in dese days, hit ‘peahed

4 down my buck, .

Rt

trembling hand softly down the back of the .
other in a reflective manner, while Mise
Lacy urged impatiently: “De go on,
Uncie Bob; please:” ‘““Wellem, den Becky
fix up Miss Dorothy and she an' Mares
George go out foh & drive. Me am’
Mise des walt at home an’ 'bout dusk
Marss George came In.
“ ‘Al right, George?T old Mise say, °
right, mother, thank God,’ Marse
say, kimsing her on de cheek.
“Den I follow bim up to his reoms,
ax him: ‘Marse George, pleass, oir,
‘dat moh’'nin well dat patch wp do
‘tween you sn” Miss Dor'thy; 1 feels
on to use hit, myse'f” Marse George
t'will de tears came in his eyes, an'
sny: - - y
"All right, again, Bob; It seeins & sae-
tllege to do so, but the end appears t8
justify the means: here It ia' han'in me do
vell mil* up in paper. ‘Miss Dolly semt 1§
back to mother. ™ F
*Miss Lucy,” sald Uncle Bob, in an -
portant manner, you
b'lebe me. but I des frow dat veil ober my .
ahm an’ walk into Miss Rabecca's presensy
o' my eou'age hab time to cool off. L -
“ ‘Miss Rebecca, I oy, ‘disha de moht'min’
veil Marse George tuk to Miss Dolly dlshe .

becea,’ 1 sex, feeling. de cow'nge trichhm’

*'What in the name ob -l"‘ Goew

i

orge hd;’gie‘l"“inh:’léiur, white an’ strauge lookin’.
: Miss Dorothy neber hub
choose: anudder in pref-
£ an’ he warn' goin' to foce |

reques® to Marse George,
ror
o . do go on, Uncle Bob,

barder to mek up, 'An’—but foh ole Mim
on, un-pmtch ug; foh de longes".”
" groaned Miss

“Wellem,” mnnul.-:t_lu-'m t.ukr. "dtn -
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